CHAPTER   XIV
IN the morning they heard that Mrs, Mas-
carenes was dead
'Dead! Do they die of it, auntie?" Rosa cried
in, panic.
They looked at one another across Blanche's
bed and at her with new eyes; for the first time
they saw how emaciated she was, only a covering
of skin over her bones, and that skin had curiously
lightened to a grey earthen colour as if already
she were dust, and there was a purple discoloura-
tion round her eyes and nostrils.
"Why didn't you let her go to hospital?*' cried
Rosa violently,
"In hospital you always die/' said auntie, "I
have never known anyone who went into hospital
and didn't die. You see now Mrs. Mascarenes is
dead*
"The weather is so oppressive." She went to the
window* "If the monsoon would break Blanche
would be better. I think it will rain before the
funeral and that will make it very difficult for them.
It's difficult to pack the earth tightly enough if it's
raining,"
"Stop! Stop, auntee!" Rosa wailed. "Don't talk
about it. How can you when Blanche is dying?
Oh! why didn't I think of it earlier? I was thinking
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